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still another who never forgave my guarded suggestion of syphilis,
and who later died of that disease.
Sick and injured miners, added to a rather lively general
practice and to dudes incidental to the office of Territorial Com-
missioner of Health, Secretary of the Medical Examining Board,
and Secretary* of the Alaska Medical Society, left little leisure in
which to heed the speeding weeks and months and years. My
regular working hours would have brought storms of protest, or
worse, from any self-respecting labour agitator: from 8 to 12 a.m.,
and from i to 5 and 7 to 9 p.m. seven days a week, with one
or more calls each night the rule rather than an exception.
Each alternate year I spent two months in New York or Boston
in post-graduate study; each summer we had two or three weeks*
vacation cruising in the Chirikov along with the Pinkertons, or
with Stewart Edward and Betty White in his Simba.
Without exception, Stewart White is the nerviest and least
nervous man I know respecting the Alaska brown bear. This
largest of carnivorous animals is, when startled or wounded or
when he remembers a previous wound, a most formidable beast.
Formerly, when they were more plentiful or perhaps were regarded
with less respect, no summer passed without someone being
mangled by a bear. Stewart's favourite diversion was to stroll
up a creek facing the wind, settle himself at some advantageous
point overlooking a gravel bar, with camera in hand, rifle on
knees, waiting for bears. Often enough to give zest to this risky
sport they appeared, sometimes singly, sometimes enfamille, and
occasionally they came uncomfortably close. I recall once when
he stood his ground while four big fellows approached to exactly
sixteen steps from the buzzing camera, when they got our scent
and decamped with comical backward glances and warning
growls.
Though an enthusiastic fisherman, Stewart is also an ardent
conservationist of fish; everything caught measuring less than six
inches in length, or over ten, must be thrown back. Anywhere
but in Alaska this practice would have held production down to
reasonable domestic consumption, but trout are there so plentiful
they once rated a Territorial bounty. As a result of Stewart's
generosity and his stern disapproval of waste, we had rainbows,
cutthroats or Dolly Vardens for breakfast and dinner every day.
But as we grew increasingly fish-conscious they lost more and
more of their delicious flavour until thev all reeked of unsavouri-